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"And The Award Goes To..." 


Jonathan was struggling to keep his eyes open 

He hated the Grammys.0kay,he was glad that they'd been nominated. And the party afterwards was always 
good for a laugh. Like the time Fieldy got so drunk, he actually thought that he had a chance with Beyonce 
Knowles.0r when Head puked all over N'Sync's table. But other than that, the show was mind numbingly 
boringOr, more to the point, ass numbingly boring. 


He shifted awkwardly in his seat, trying to get some feeling back into his butt. It only made him look like he 
wanted to fart. He sighed, loudly, and Munky, who was sitting beside Jonathan, nudged him. 


"Let me guess. You're bored?" he whispered. 

‘| am?" replied Jonathan, sarcastically. "And here | am thinking that | was only tired!" 

Two men seated behind them were having the same conversation. 

"For fuck's sake, Chester, will you sit still?" hissed Joe Hahn 

"You're making me feel travel sick by just looking at youl" 

"How can you sit still?" whined Chester. "My foot feels like it's gonna fall of fl" 

He shook his leg frantically, trying to rid himself of the pins and needles that had lodged firmly in his right leg. 
His leg accidentally bounced off of the back of Jonathan's seat. 


Jonathan whipped around, his long black dreadlocks whipping around behind him. 


"Heyl" he whispered loudly. "Watch what...you're..doing...” His voice trailed off, as he stared at Chester. "Whoo", 
he thought, "he's cute!" 


‘Sorry, man. It's just that I've been stuck in this damn seat for at least two hours. | think my legs have 
forgotten how to work!" replied Chester; breaking into a round of applause as yet another winner was 


announced. 
" Who are we supposed to be cheering for?" asked Jonathan, puzzled. 


"Best Male Vocal by an Armenian Goat Herder." | think" replied Chester, making Jonathan and Fieldy let out 
loud snorts of laughter. A nearby usher glared at them, and Jonathan flipped him off, silently mouthing 


obscenities at him. 


would shut the fuck up, and let everyone go to the after show party. Jonathan wanted to get to know Chester 
better. Chester had kept Jonathan amused by making smart ass comments about all the idiotic categories. 
Jonathan, in turn, had Chester trying to stop himself from laughing out loud by making, quite frankly, libelous 


comments about other people. 
"See that guy over there?" Jonathan would say, whispering. Chester nodded. "He's got herpes." 
Or: "That guy there's fucking that girl over there. Pity his wife doesn't know!" 


Chester's heart leapt when Jonathan let slip another interesting piece of information. "Hey, Chester! See him 


sitting just behind you?" Chester tried to make it seem like he wasn't looking around. 


"He's bi-sexual." 


Chester gasped. "Fuck off!" he replied, shocked. "How do you know?" 


Jonathan blushed furiously, and grinned. "Let's just say that he's very good at giving head", and with that, he 


winked and turned away. 


At that point, Chester's fidgeting got worse, but it had nothing to do with the pins and needles in his legs. It 
had everything to do with the erection that had suddenly appeared in his trousers His head filled with images 
of the bi guy on his knees, his mouth surrounding Jonathan's cock. Jonathan's head thrown back in bliss... 


Meanwhile, Jonathan was wondering if Chester had taken the hint. He wasn't openly bi-sexual, although most of 
his fans had their suspicions. His near constant denials of being gay on the one hand, and then, on the other, 
his cheerful admission of liking dick wasn't washing with them. Fuck, sometimes they knew him better than he 
knew himself! He'd only just come to terms with it himself, so, naturally, the boys in the band didn't know. 
Fieldy would probably freak, and smash his face in And then keep his back very firmly against the wall. He had 
nothing to worry about. Fieldy was not Jonathan's type. However, Chester most definitely was. "Fuck," thought 


Jonathan, "I hope he's not homophobic... 


Finally, the awards show was over, and everyone began to make their way towards their limos. Jonathan and 
Munky were stopped by a journalist, who asked them how they felt about the bands that followed in their 


wake. 


Its flattering’ said Jonathan. "But, you know, for every shitty band out there, you've got bands like Slipknot 
and Linkin Park" 


Chester, Joe, and Mike were being asked if they'd enjoyed the show. 


‘Oh, yeah!" smiled Chester. "We were sitting behind Korn. I'm telling you, Jonathan Davis is one warped 
motherfucker! Funny as hell, though!” 


Jonathan stood near the bar, sipping on a glass of orange juice. Since becoming sober, he had more fun 
watching the others get wasted instead. At least he didn't have to ask Loc or Sleepy if he'd done anything 
stupid, or insulted anyone he shouldn't have. Or bitten anyone. Although, as he'd often explained, if he loved 
you, he bit you. And he wouldn't mind biting Chester Bennington....... 


Chester, however, was open about his bi-sexuality. To his band mates, at least. They'd only found out when Joe 
had walked in and caught Mike and he kissing passionately, and Joe had let rip with a stream of very angry and 


shocked Korean swear words. It was the first, and so far, last time any of the band had heard him speak in 
Korean, so he must've been really pissed off. They got used to it, though, and they even used to try and set 
him up on blind dates. Tonight, though, Chester didn't need any help. Just looking at Jonathan got him horny. 
This wasn't surprising. The guy was too damn sexy for his own good. He was surrounded by women drooling 
over him. There was an almost vampyric look to him-his hair was blue-black in color, and it hung like a curtain 
to his waist. And, dressed in black leather trousers, a long sleeved Cradle of Filth t-shirt, and a long black 
leather coat, to Chester, Jonathan was downright fuckable. 


As the night wore on, both Jonathan and Chester got more and more bored. This just wasn't their thing. 


Chester went over to where Jonathan was standing. 

"Hey. You look bored" said Chester. 

"Id rather watch paint dry" replied Jonathan. "Any sign of that Armenian goat herder?" 

Chester laughed, his brown eyes sparkling, Jonathan's stomach filled with butterflies 

"Nah. Maybe he's interfering with his goats!" Jonathan spluttered, almost showering Chester with orange juice. 
"Can | ask you something?" asked Chester, quietly. 

"Sure" replied Jonathan 

"That guy that you said was bi. How do you know he gives good head?" 

Jonathan stared at Chester, a small smile beginning to play on his lips. 

"You really want to know?" 

Chester nodded 

"We had sex in the men's room at last year's MTV awards. Everybody thought that Id forgotten to take my 
Prozac and that | was freaking out in there. | was, just not the way everyone thought | was. lts not easy 
trying to keep calm when you're getting fucked through the wall" 

Chester grinned. "So that's why | had to take a piss in a plant pot! You're a cheap datel" 

Jonathan smiled. "You have no fucking idea." Chester moved closer, whispered in Jonathan's ear. 


"Why don't you show me?" 


Jonathan's smile widened, and he replied, "Meet me in the men's room in five minutes." 


The door had barely closed behind Chester when Jonathan pushed him roughly against it, and kissed him, hard. 
Chester moaned, and he pushed against Jonathan, grinding his erection into Jonathan's crotch. Jonathan's head 
swam, and he nipped at Chester's bottom lip, toying with the ring that pierced it He swiped at it, looking for 
entrance. Chester moaned again, softly, and opened up, letting Jonathan's tongue in to wrestle with his own. 
They managed to part, panting slightly, and Jonathan began to kiss his way along Chester's jaw line, down to his 
neck, pausing only to suck and nip lightly at the pale flesh. 


the small lock. 
“They'll just have to use the ladies room, won't they?" 


Chester leaned in to kiss Jonathan again, softer this time, and his hands made their way up to push Jonathan's 
coat from his shoulders, making it land with a soft thump on the tiled floor. Jonathan's hand made its way 
down to Chester's crotch, and he began to stroke his aching erection. Chester's hips bucked into Jonathan's 
hand, and he let out a low moan of delight. Chester's hands began to pull at Jonathan's trousers, his fingers 
trembling as they undid the button. Jonathan could only grunt as Chester yanked both his trousers and boxers 


down, and pressed against Jonathan's, quite frankly, impressive cock. 


They moved towards the sinks as one, Jonathan managing to get Chester's Dickies down as he was backed into 
the countertop. They broke apart long enough for Chester to drop to his knees, and take Jonathan's dick into 
his mouth. 


"Holy..shit.." gasped Jonathan, his hands grasping at Chester's short blonde curls. Chester's mouth surrounded 
Jonathan, his lip ring creating the most unbelievably delightful drag on the underside of Jonathan's dick. 
Jonathan began to move his hips, thrusting into Chester's mouth, growling in ecstasy. Chester was pumping his 
own cock in time with Jonathan's thrusts, precum glistening at the tip. his tongue flicked almost lazily across 


the sensitive head of Jonathan's dick, and Jonathan groaned, loudly. 


Suddenly, Jonathan grabbed Chester's head, and pulled him roughly off of his cock, almost screaming as he did. 
As Chester looked at Jonathan, puzzled, he noticed that Jonathan's features had changed. There was a more 
primal, almost demonic look on his face. His eyes, which were normally a deep brown, were now nearly black 
with lust. Chester almost came there and then; such was the effect that Jonathan had on him. Jonathan leaned 
into Chester's face. 


"Fuck me." he growled, in a voice that went straight to Chester's cock. 
It was all Chester could do to reply; "And if | don't?" Almost daring Jonathan to react. 
Jonathan grabbed Chester by the throat; not threatening, not hurting, but enough to get his point across. "Oh, 


but you will. Lube up." replied Jonathan, pointing at a nearby liquid soap dispenser. Chester just stood there, not 
moving. Jonathan's dominant nature was turning him on like nothing else ever had. He wanted to fuck Jonathan 


through the wall, but he wasn't telling him that. Jonathan grabbed Chester, and dragged him towards the 


dispensers. 

"Lube up! Now!!" he growled. 

Chester squeezed some of the soap onto his hands and began to lube himself up. Figuring that Jonathan 
wouldn't object to him playing rough, he lifted Jonathan up, wrapping his legs around his waist and drove 
himself into Jonathan. Jonathan all but screamed, and gasped as his breath was forced out of him. 

“That better?" asked a smirking Chester. Jonathan had lost the power of speech. Not because of Chester 
slamming into him-although he wasn't objecting to that-but because he'd nailed his prostate dead on. It was a 
miracle that he didn't cum there and then. 

"Well?" asked Chester, as he began fucking Jonathan slowly. It was all Jonathan could do to nod, feebly. Every 
thrust was slowly gliding over his prostate, Chester was going at an agonizingly slow pace. 

"Chas...Chester..." gasped Jonathan, his back pressing against the cool wall tiles behind him. 

"Yeah...2" 

"Harder..." 


Chester smiled, and quickened his pace. "Like this...’ 


Jonathan grunted, and shook his head, one or two stray dreads sticking to his sweaty face. 


Chester sped up again 


"Better?" 


Chester pulled away, almost all the way out of Jonathan, causing him to whimper slightly at the loss of 
contact. Then without warning, he slammed back into Jonathan, hard. 


"That hard enough?" 


"Oh, Jesus fucking Christ! Oohh..that's..it." screamed Jonathan, as Chester continued at his new found pace. 
Jonathan's head fell back, and he moaned loudly. 


"| know... moaned Chester, "Go.on.... 
Jonathan came harder than he'd ever done before, his essence spilling over Chester's stomach, and his 
muscles clamped down, hard, around Chester. Chester all but howled as he came, deep and hard, inside 
Jonathan. 

They slumped, exhausted, against the cool tiled wall of the bathroom. Neither man could speak. Jonathan felt 
oddly happy; nothing like the last time that something like this had happened, when all he wanted to do was run 
home and have a boiling hot shower. This time, he felt..well, happy. Like he wouldn't mind spending more time 
with Chester. So he did what he usually did when he really liked someone. 

"Chester?" 


"Hey." 


Chester stared at Jonathan, amazed. Chester couldn't believe it. He really liked Jonathan, but he knew of his 


reputation; find ‘em, fuck ‘em and forget ‘em. 

"You serious?" he said. 

"Yeah. You up for it?" Jonathan replied. 

Chester returned the smile that was plastered onto Jonathan's face-god, he was cute! 
"Sure! You got anything special in mind?" 

"How do you feel about another awards show?" 

Chester's face fell. 

"Oh no. Tell me you're joking!?" he sighed 

Jonathan grinned. "No, no, this one's different. It's the AVN awards. The porn awards show?" 
Chester smirked, almost reading Jonathan's mind. 


"Oh......80....°" he started. 


Jonathan nuzzled up to Chester's neck. "Exactly. And at least we wouldn't have to lock the bathroom door........ 


